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The Only Chapter | Plan To Write, So If There's Another, 
Everyone Will Have A Good Chuckle Over This One 


The needle reached the end of the record's side for what was probably the fifteenth time that day. And for 
the fifteenth time, John stood up from his lazy position on the old, stained couch to flip it over again. He had 


every note memorized already, every beat and every word. And it tore him apart. 


The album already had his bandmates’ faces on it, but not his. In his place was the new guy's face. John hadn't 
met the new guy yet, but he still disgusted him. Sighing, John dropped the disc back onto his turntable and 
cued the needle to play through the first side again 


He wasn't sure why exactly he kept the album going all day, especially when it hurt him so much to listen to 
it. Maybe it was out of pride for his band and how well they were doing, even if he wasn't a part of it. But it 
was probably more out of anger towards himself for not being good enough. If he had only played a little bit 
better.. written words just a little more original for Geddy to sing... If he had just been more like Nei. 


Neil could play better. Nei could write original words. The name was like a dirty word in John's mind, making him 


take a sip from the whiskey bottle on the table to try and erase it. 


The first song came through the speakers just like it had every other time that day; with a blatant slap in the 
face that Neil was far more skilled than he was and ever would be. He was older, faster, smarter, wordier, and 
just better than John at everything. He added an air of maturity to the band that John seemed to take away, 
which was demonstrated all too well on the back of the cover, which had been haphazardly tossed to the floor 
when John had first laid the record on his turntable that morning. He didn't even need to see it to have every 
detail permanently engraved into his mind. Pictures of the band, the new Rush, along the bottom of the back 
cover. Geddy on the right, looking like he was trying his hardest to look like a serious professional. His Alex on 


the left, looking like an ethereal being. And the drummer in the middle. 


On the first album, it had been John to occupy the middle. On this one, it was Neil. John had looked like a 
bratty little brother and Neil looked like a serious dad taking care of his wayward kids. From what John had 


heard from the studio sessions, it wasn't that far off. All he had were stories to go on from Alex. 


It was probably the realization that he had no plans outside of the band that had driven him to pick up the 
bottle that was sitting in front of him, half-emptied. He'd depended on that band to help him make something 
of his life. Instead, he was bitterly sipping himself into an early grave, jobless, and waiting for his boyfriend to 
come back from the studio he himself thought he'd be spending his life in 


John took another sip from his bottle. 


This must have been what defeat felt like. John didn't hear the apartment door open behind him over the 
sound of the album, but he felt the gentle kiss placed on the top of his head from behind the couch. 


"Have you been sitting there all day, lazy pants?" Alex chuckled, enveloping John's torso in a warm hug. 


"You're lucky I'm wearing pants. It was a tough decision" John murmured, turning his head enough to kiss 


Alex's chin. "What time is it, anyway?" 
"You have been sitting there all day, haven't you?" Alex sighed, snatching the mostly-empty bottle from John's 
hand. "And drinking. Baby, how am | gonna make sure you'll be okay if | have to go on tour? Did you even take 


your insulin today?" He mused, taking his own swig from the bottle. 


"Fuck my insulin" John snapped, lying down on the couch. Alex let out a small exhale of irritation and climbed 


over the back of the couch to sit next to his boyfriend. 


"You've been doing nothing almost all week, Johnny." Alex mused, rubbing John's leg slowly, trying to be as 
comforting as possible. 


"Nothing is all l'm good for anymore." John sighed, staring into the distance. 


"Now, you know that's not true-" 


"It is. If l'm not good enough for you guys, who will | ever be good enough for?" 


"You're good enough for me." Alex declared, trying to lie down beside John, but ending up falling off the couch. 
"Besides, you know that wasn't the reason. You're a fantastic drummer!" He insisted, sitting in front of John's 


face. 


"Right, right.. You kicked me out for my health. Cause if | go on the road with you, you'd be bringing me home 


in a box. | call bullshit." John grumbled, turning over onto his other side. 
Its the truth. | don't want to lose you.." Alex whispered desperately, trying to turn John back towards him. 


"How do you think | feel? You're with Neil all day, finding out how much more amazing he is than me at 
everything. Next thing | know, you'll come home after months on the road and tell me he's a better lay too." 


John managed to say, his voice getting choked up with sobs. 


His words made Alex pause. His Johnny was hurting, and he couldn't say anything to make it better. John would 
always doubt, and he'd try to drink his doubts away for months at a time. Alex wouldn't be coming home with 


a dead lover, like the record company was worried he would; he'd be coming home to one. 


"John, you were fine during the first few months of touring.. | never cheated during those tours, did |?" Alex 


asked quietly. 


"That was different. You had just met Neil then. | had never heard him play. For all | knew, he was just a 
temp." John pointed across the room at his turntable, which was nearing the end of the first side again. "Now 
you have an album with him. | now know what he looks like and how much he could kick my ass in a drumming 


battle." 

"So? Neil isn't you. Neil is the best at being Neil and you're the best at being you. If | wanted a bookish nerd 
like Neil, I'd go after Neil. But | don't. | want my fun, sexy as hell, drumming monster boyfriend John Howard 
Rutsey. And l'm not going anywhere until I'm 100 percent certain that you'll be here for me when | come back" 
Alex declared, hastily wiping a tear out of the corner of his eye. John turned back towards Alex, his own eyes 
slightly red. 

"You mean it?" He whispered, his voice cracking slightly. 


"Of course | do. | love you, John" Alex smiled, kissing the tip of his boyfriend's nose. 


"| love you too, Al" John grinned, kissing him back. 


